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She didn't see the semi coming. Cruising down the highway in her Jeep, screaming along to Kelly Clarkson on the radio and having the time of her life, she finally felt carefree. After two years of morning her parents, Lacey was ready to really live. She packed up the house into a neat set of storage containers, threw her clothes in the back of her Jeep, and off she went. She didn't know where she was headed. She only knew she wasn't headed back.

The crash was sudden. They said later the semi driver was on hour 18 with only gas breaks in between. One second, Lucy is a twenty-two year old with the whole world ahead of her. The next, an explosion of fire.

Emergency workers were quick to arrive on the scene. The semi driver was pulled out with a few superficial burns. Lacey never was found among the wreckage. She made national headlines that day, and the world mourned the loss of a life so young. But the world kept turning, and soon people forgot about the tragic death of Lacey Payne.

If you asked them, most would pity the life she missed out on. Little did they know, her life was just beginning- over half a world and 200 years away, in the Scottish Highlands…

They were close. Jamie could smell the musk of the horses, and the stench of the English. Slipping through the brush he approached the cliffs. If he could make it down the side, he could slip around and rejoin Angus and the rest. Glancing to his right as he crept out of the woods, he saw her.

Amongst the boulders of the next hill over, pale as a ghost, looking as delicate as glass.

Jamie made his way to the girl and checked her over. Still breathing, barely. Wearing some sort of undergarment, it looked like. Enraged, Jamie felt sure the English must have torn off her other clothes and kept them. Scooping her into his arms, Jamie carefully descended the cliff down to the bank.

Reaching the raiding party, Jamie swung up onto his horse, keeping the girl locked tightly in his arms.

"I see y'brought yerself a wee present, young Jamie." Angus and the others laughed as they kicked their horses and road towards the forest.

"Found this wee thing up on the cliffs. Fear the English might've found her first." Jamie was grim and his expression fierce as they road.

They road straight through the night, pushing hard the next day. Finally towards nightfall they broke for camp. All the while, she hadn't stirred, and Jamie wouldn't take her out of his arms. Jamie laid her next to the fire, hoping to warm her.

Roasting meat and the musk of men who hadn't bathed recently. The smells hit her first. Then, the pain. Her entire body throbbed, causing her to moan. Blinking her eyes open, by the light of the campfire, Lacey saw him. The most beautiful man she'd ever seen, his face young and chiseled, red curls disheveled.

"Am I dead?" She croaked out.

Jamie raised a flask to her lips. "Drink this lass, and find out."

She raised her head slightly and took a sip. Coughing, she sputtered "Apparently not!"

The roar of Scotsmen laughing around her scared her half to death. Jumping, she felt a searing pain in her side. "Ow!"

"Easy lass, seems ye've had yourself a time with the English," Jamie told her, a look of concern on his handsome face.

English? What the hell was he talking about? And what the hell were they all wearing?

"Are you re-enactors, or something?"

"Re-en what? What're ye on about, lass?"

She gestured to their clothing. "What the hell are you wearing?"

Offended, Jamie scoffed. "Plaid of our people, surely. And what of you? A young lassy out in just her shift? It isna decent."

Her head was spinning. Surely, Lacey was dreaming. Yes, it had to be. She would play along for now until she woke up. "Why, I'm wearing the plaid of my people, of course." She winked up at him.

Jamie blushed from his neck up to the roots of his hair. Raising his hand to brush strands of hair off her face, he smiled down at her. "Get some rest now, lass. I've got ye."

His touch burned, sending goose bumps dancing down her flesh. Suddenly, it hit her. She wasn't dreaming, she was very much awake. And she was somewhere in the middle of the Scottish Highlands.
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Lacey's eyes fluttered open, panic setting in as she didn't recognize her surroundings. She sat up fast, scanning around her. The blood rushed out of her head, and she wasn't sure if she was about to faint or throw up.

"Easy now, lass," Jamie whispered. "Here, drink this."

She eyed the outstretched canteen warily.

Jamie grinned. "Just water from the stream yonder."

Lacey grasped the canteen and took a slow sip. The water was crisp and sweet, calming her nerves and clearing the fog. It was starting to come back to her. She'd been driving down the highway, then… Nothing. Blackness. The next thing she remembered was his face peering down at her with concern.

Lacey looked at the fierce Scotsman next to her, basked in the grayish light of dawn. Her breathe caught in her throat.

His body was large, cut and defined with muscles only developed through a life of hard work. His forearms told the story of the battles he'd fought, lined with old scars and slashes. His hands were thickly calloused. But his face, though chiseled and defined, was boyish, too. He had a languid way of looking at the world, relaxed yet prepared, determination hinting out from behind his eyes.

His eyes. He was staring at her, grinning. Lacey blushed a deep red, realizing he must have watched her look him over the whole time.

"Naught to worry over, lass. I've been looking ye over as well." He winked.

His voice was doing something to her. She closed her eyes, tilting her head, feeling like she was bursting with butterflies as she savored his thick accent.

"Lad, if ye've finished yer flirting for the morn, perhaps you and the lassie would grace us with yer presence so we may depart," Angus mocked him, mimicking a bow then sauntering over to the horses.

Jamie held his hand out to her. "Come, lass. We've a hard day of riding ahead of us."

Lacey placed her delicate hand in his rough one, savoring the feel of his skin against hers. Reaching the horses, Jamie mounted, then in one motion leaned down and pulled her up to ride in front of him. "I'd pull ye up behind me, only I feared ye may be too weak to hold on."

Lacey almost protested until his arms wrapped around her. "This will do for now," she told him, trying not to smile.

They road until a few hours after sunset, barely pausing except to water the horses. Having never ridden a horse in her life before, Lacey was exhausted. Her muscles ached down to the bone, and she dreaded having to ride again tomorrow. What's worse, the Scotsmen seemed to know, and some made a point of poking fun at her for it.

As they pulled in front of what looked to be some type of inn or tavern, Lacey stumbled as she climbed down.

"Och lass, I've got somethin' ye can practice ridin' should ye need to build yer strength," Angus leered and winked at her.

Lacey held herself high, straightened her back and looked him straight in the eye. Smirking, she winked at him. "Oh, Angus. I could say the same for you, but I think I need someone who will last longer than a minute to practice with."

The roar around her caused the innkeeper to come out and see what the commotion was. Lacey sauntered inside, smiling as the Scotsmen laughed behind her.

She settled at the nearby table as Jamie inquired about the rooms and supper. He came back with two heaping bowls of stew, and one key.

Taking the bowl from him, Lacey dug in. And suddenly, desperately wished for salt.

Jamie snickered as he downed his bowl. "Beggers canna be choosers, lass."

"Maybe not, but they can certainly dream," she grimaced.

Angus and the others shortly joined them, and he passed her his flask. She eyed it dubiously. Jamie leaned and whispered into her ear, "Strong Scotch makes the stew go down easier."

She took the flask and held it high in a toast. "When in Scotland!" She downed half the flask as the Scotsmen cheered.

"I've been meaning to ask ye, lass. Where are ye from? Ye certainly arna Scots, or English for that matter," Jamie mused.

Lacey stilled. What year is it? Would I be from the colonies, or America? Thinking quickly she tried to stick close to the truth. What were some of the oldest cities, around before the Revolutionary War, just in case? "I'm from Boston."

Jamie whistled. "Ye've travelled far, then. How'd ye come to be here? And why were ye running from the English?"

In truth, Lacey hadn't even seen the English. And she most certainly had absolutely no idea how she got there. But gazing across the candlelight, seeing the kindness in his eyes, she couldn't bear to lie to him. "Honestly? I can't remember. I lost my parents two years ago, and don't have any family left. Last I remember I was looking for an adventure and a new place to call home."

Jamie nodded with a mixture of empathy and pity in his eyes. "I've lost me parents as well. I know the pain."

She smiled softly at him, feeling the tears well a bit for the first time in a long while. "Well," she declared brusquely. "I'd better be heading off to bed. If you'll point me towards my room?"

Jamie cleared his throat and glanced sheepishly at her, then the others. "About that, lass. Y'see, they've only the one room left for tonight. And it be the one with no lock."

Lacey flushed, looking at Angus and the other five very, very large men, catching his meaning.

"A man will do a lot with a bit o' drink in him that he wouldna do otherwise," Jamie nodded his head towards the others. "I was thinking, with yer permission, I may sleep on the floor next to yer bed. To watch over ye and all."

Lacey considered, then nodded. "Better the Scotsman you know than the one you don't, right?"

Jamie smiled. "Suppose so lass. For now," he winked.
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Lights flashed in front of her eyes, blinding her as she stretched her arms out. Reaching, grasping in front of her, desperate to cling to the source.

Time sped up. The lights rushed toward her, pushing out all the darkness. Her ears roared, heart pulsing as she put her hands up to stop it, stop the light from drowning her.

Strong hands gripped hers, warming away the chill, chasing away the light. She awoke with a sob as her eyes flew open, racing up to meet his. The Scotsman, red curls dancing by the light of the fire behind him. Eyes gentle, full of concern.

Lacey took a shuddering breath inward, hiccupping, as big tears streaked her face.

Jamie sat on the bed and gathered her up in his arms, wrapping his plaid around her, warming her icy body to the bones. Lacey clung to him and burrowed her face into the crook of his neck, pulling him closer with her fists clinging to the front of his shirt. He held her will she shook, silently sobbing into him as he rubbed slow circles around her back, cooing into her hair with the same soothing sounds he'd used thousands of times to calm a wild mare.

Jamie felt her relax against him, her breathing slowing. "'Twas only a dream, Sassenach," he whispered into her ear. "I've got ye now, lass."

She sighed into him, giving herself over to the warmth, the circles of his strong hands slowly tracing away the fear. Her heart slowed, and as she nestled into his neck she felt his strong pulse beating against her ear. A soft sigh blew out her nose as she drifted back to sleep.

A loud knock brought them both awake with a jump, eyes wide open, hearts pounding. The door swung open quickly and Angus marched through, shutting it behind him. He looked at the bed and smirked, raising and wiggling his eyebrows.

Lacey looked down and blushed crimson. She was still wrapped around Jamie, arms tangled with his plaid thrown over them. Her head was tucked into his neck, his cheek turned and resting against hers. She struggled to push off him and back further on the bed, away from Angus.

He tossed a bundle towards her. "Hope ye like yer brides clothes, lassie," he winked.

Confusion ran across her face, and she slid her gaze towards Jamie. With bravado she wasn't sure he felt, he climbed out of bed brusquely and strolled to Angus. "Hear me true, Angus. If'n the lass 'ad been bedded, ye woulda known a'fore ye banged down th'door."

Angus grinned wide and slapped him on the shoulder. "'Och, you misunderstand me, but I'll be sure to listen close come nightfall." He roared with laughter, before his features fell and a look of fierce concern crossed his face.

"I wasna jokin' about the bride clothes, young Jamie," Angus looked sharply at him. "The Watch arrived soon after ye retired last eve."

Lacey watched Jamie's entire countenance shift, his back stiffen, muscles tightening as he drew a sharp breath.

"What Watch?" She asked from the bed, not moving to dress until she was alone.

They ignored her, carrying on in a language she couldn't understand, expressions fierce, glancing every so often towards her where she rested on the bed. Gaelic, she realized, listening to the melodic brogue of the Scotsmen.

After a sharp nod from Jamie, Angus strode out, closing the door behind him. Jamie turned back towards her, his gaze softening as he met her eyes. He paced towards the bed, sitting gingerly next to her, and gently took her hand.

"Ye asked about the Watch, Sassenach?" He questioned. So he had heard her. She tilted her head expectantly, raising her eyebrows at him.

Jamie gave a small smile before turning to look out the window. "They're traitors, really. A band o' Scotsmen who'd sell their own mother if they thought they'd make a profit from it." Jamie sighed angrily. "The point is, they're here to find the Scots who done the raidin' on the English a few days past."

He turned and met her questioning gaze. "It was you, wasn't it?" She asked him, but meeting his eyes she already knew the answer.

Jamie nodded, carefully watching her expression. "Well, Angus thought quickly. We needed a purpose in bein' here, y'see? One that would explain why we arrived late last night, too."

Lacey nodded, watching him cautiously, a feeling of apprehension growing in the pit of her stomach. His words tumbled out, faster than the next. "Well, that excuse was you. We're here for his niece's wedding, he told them."

Her mouth dropped open as understanding dawned. Her heart fluttered, and panic bubbled up from somewhere deep, spilling out of her with a rush. "Who?" Lacey whispered. "Who am I supposed to marry?"

Jamie flushed from his red mop of curls, down his cheeks, down his chest. "Me." He said simply, smiling over at her. "In about an hour, to boot."
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It started with a flutter, first one, then a hundred, then a thousand little wings beating in her belly, bubbling up and up. She bit her lip, tried to keep it in, but they burst forth, and before she could help herself Lacey was giggling, shoulders shaking, eyes watering with the force of the laughter rippling out of her.

Her mind raced, spinning so fast she was dizzy with her own thoughts. How could this be real? The hysteria swept her, little bubbles of thought popping up, bursting as soon as she acknowledged them. She, Lacey, was back in time. Face to face with a man so handsome it made her heart ache. And she was supposed to _marry_ him.

She laughed so hard she choked on it, wheezing, her stomach still rippling as she tried to catch her breath. A big hand reached towards her face. Jamie's knuckles brushed, catching the tears. Finally meeting his gaze, she felt a pang of guilt. He was flushed red, embarrassed, looking sheepish, one eye peaking out at her from the side of his face as he watched her.

"I didna' think it'd be _that_ bad, Sassenach," he drawled, the corner of his lips pulling up in a small smirk.

She swallowed the rest of the giggles, cheeks flushing in shame, but as she opened her mouth to apologize Jamie shook his head and waved her off. "Not a real wedding, lass, though it'd be me honor." He winked, and she bit her lip to catch the smile spreading.

He watched the way her teeth came down, pulling it in, that plump lip, then her tongue poking out to smooth it over. A small rumble escaped from the back of Jamie's throat as he stood up off the bed and turned towards the embers in the fireplace. "Nae, lass. But a farce, a pretend wedding, if ye will. Big and brash enough to fool the English a'fore we all ride off safe in the morn."

Lacey took in a few deep breathes, finally feeling the panic subside. A fake wedding. This, she could handle.

She turned her eyes up to his and nodded. "Okay," she whispered, a soft smile on her face.

He gave her a curt nod in return, his own smile pulling up, mirroring hers. "Right. Well, I'll see to the preparations with Angus, then. 'Spose I'll see ye later, at the alter, then."

"Jamie," she called softly as he strode towards the door, unable to hide the mischief in her eyes as he turned back towards her.

"I'll look forward to our wedding night," she cooed at him, fluttering her eyelashes and pinning him to the spot with a devilish smile. She saw his ears burn as he whipped around and slammed the door shut behind him.

She washed and dressed, and couldn't help but moan longingly for a toothbrush and toothpaste as she chewed on a few leaves of mint. Finally, she held up the small mirror she found on the bedside table, taking it in. Despite the charade, she couldn't help the flutter in her chest seeing herself in her "bride's clothes," as Angus called it. The neck of the gown scooped low across the front, skimming the tops of her breasts, which were pushed up by the corset. An empire waist with delicate little lace caped sleeves, layer after layer of lace in a pattern so delicate and intricate cascaded down to her feet.

A soft knock sounded at the door, pulling her gaze away from her own reflection. "Come in," she called over her shoulder as she turned.

The Innkeeper's wife entered, a bundle in her arms, shutting the door softly behind her.

"They're almost ready for you," she said softly, coming up behind her. "I borrowed this for you from one of the lassies in the village, if ye'd like to borrow it for yer ceremony." She held up a big fold of plaid fabric with a large silver brooch on top, the colors of the plaid unlike ones she'd seen Jamie and the others wear.

"What is it?" It was beautiful, Lacey thought, taking in the weave of green, red and blue, with little slips of white feathering in an out of the intricate plaid.

"Plaid 'o yer groom, surely," she bobbed her head, coming around to drape it over Lacey's thin shoulders, carefully lining up the top of the plaid with the shoulders and scoops of lace.

Lacey was about to open her mouth but thought better of it, figuring the Scotsmen must have kept the truth to themselves. Instead, she turned to study the mirror once again.

Lacey gasped, barely recognizing the woman staring back at her, once the plaid was draped over her shoulders, cinched together at the waist with an enormous silver pin. She looked wild, proud, strong. Almost like she really belonged in this world, in this time. The Innkeeper's wife pinned her hair up behind her, and she watched with amazement as the sweep of her hair lengthened her neck, sharpened her cheeks. "That'll do, lass. Take a minute now, but don't dawdle. They're ready for ye." She patted her shoulder and quietly left the room.

Lacey threw up a prayer for strength, closed her eyes for a few deep breathes, then steadied her nerves and headed for the door. She opened it to find Angus' arm raised, preparing to knock.

If her stomach weren't in knots she would have collapsed into another fit of giggles at the expression on his face, a bundle of daisies and heather in hand. His jaw hung slack, eyes wide, as an enormous grin broke out over his face. He handed her the bouquet, eyes sparkling, like he knew her secret even if she didn't know herself.

Taking the bouquet, Lacey pulled back her shoulders, holding her head high as she stepped past him into the hall. "To play the part, you must look the part," she said haughtily, but even she couldn't help but notice the tremor in her voice.

Angus grunted, but other than shooting her a knowing look that turned her pink straight up to her ears, he stayed silent, taking her arm instead to lead her down the stairs.

"As yer me niece and all, I'll be the one giving ye away to young Jamie," Angus commented as the came down the stairs. She hummed quietly, acknowledging, as he led her out the inn and into a courtyard behind.

There were people milling about, gathering to watch as Angus walked her down the stone steps, but she saw none of them. Didn't see the men of the Watch, looking on from the shade of the horse stalls, nor the girls from the village sick with jealousy and longing for Jamie. "_Jamie_," she breathed, meeting his eyes across the field of heather.

He stood there tall, strong, red curls ruffling along the breeze. His plaid was different too, matching hers, as she floated towards him on a bed of heather. She watched his eyes roam over her, and felt herself smiling up at him, forgetting for a moment this wasn't real, was just pretend. His smile tugged up back at her, eyes twinkling, dimple peaking out at her, and for a moment she thought he must have forgotten, too.

The ceremony was short, sweet, but a blur. She couldn't tell you a single thing that happened, she was so swept up in Jamie's eyes, in the warmth of his fingers closed over hers, in the twinkle in his smile. She blinked, and suddenly she was being whisked into his arms, pulled up as his head came down for a kiss.

Jamie's lips were soft, _so_ soft, but firm and sure. She closed her eyes as his lips slid over hers, gentle, tentative but exploring. She couldn't help the sigh that escaped her as she sank into him, giving herself over as her heart fluttered wildly and heat shot down to coil low in her belly.

Suddenly, just as quickly as it began it was over, Jamie pulling away, flushed pink by the roar of the Scotsmen cheering. She was in a daze as he led her through the heather, back up the stone steps and into the Inn to sit at a long table.

Others joined them, cheering and laughing, while music played and whisky flowed. Lacey was swept up, swept away by it all. They danced and drank and ate until night had long fallen and she swore her feet would burst. Jamie strolled toward her where she turned with Ned, one of his clansmen, on the threadbare floor, reaching out and scooping her up into his arms.

"And now, ye bastards, it's time I take me wife to bed," he roared, carrying her up the stairs to the room they shared last night, with raucous laughter and bawdy suggestions following up behind them…
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Jamie kicked open then door, and dropped Lacey to her feet in front of the blazing fireplace. Looking down at her, eyes bright, he reached his hand up towards her face as a knock landed on the door behind him. Lacey breathed a sigh of relief as he turned to the door, stepping out to have a word with Angus. Her heart was fluttering away in her chest, her mind spinning with too much alcohol, too much dancing, too much of _him_ for her to resist, to remember that it was all pretend, it wasn't real.

Jamie returned a few minutes later, his face pale, eying her like she was a colt he was trying not to spook as he approached cautiously.

"What is it?" She asked him, a chill shooting down her spine at his expression.

He licked his lips before biting the bottom one, glancing at her sideways. He sighed before sitting down in front of her on the edge of the bed. "Y'remember the wedding, an all?"

She huffed a short laugh, confusion playing over her features as she swept her eyes over his face, searching for something. "Yeah?"

Jamie couldn't quite bring his eyes up to hers, couldn't quite look her in the eye. His mind spun as he tried to think of the right words, the right way to put it, so she'd _see,_ so she'd understand. He cleared his throat before sweeping his eyes up to hers, his face locked, trapped in her gaze. "T'was real, after all, it seems," he mused softly, simply, watching as she froze, her face still a mixture of amusement and confusion, until his words sunk down in, penetrated the wall of booze and merriment, and made a little home in her heart. He watched the horror creep into her eyes first, then anger came to mix in, before finally some emotion he couldn't quite place seemed to win out.

Lacey's lips moved once, twice, three times, trying and failing to form words, words which could accurately express her confusion, her anger, her fear, but nothing came. Jamie's hand shot out, grasping her wrist just in time to catch her and sweep her up into his arms as her eyes rolled back before she hit the floor.

Lacey's eyes fluttered open awhile later, and she found herself wrapped up in Jamie's lap in front of the fireplace where he was seated in the armchair. Her eyes searched his face as he stared into the flames, his hand stroking her back, thumb teasing the skin at the nape of her neck.

"How?" She asked softly, searching his face, leaning her head into his shoulder as she looked up at him.

A hmm rumbled up from the back of his throat as he tilted his head to look down at her face, pale in the light of the fire. "Seems the good friar wasna too keen on the farce of it." Jamie sighed before continuing. "We needed to convince the Watch an all, so Angus waited a bit then said he was mistaken, wasna a farce at all, and there ye have it." He turned his eyes back towards the flames, not wanting to see her reject him a second time, not in the same day, not now that she was really his wife.

Her words startled his eyes back to hers, near broke his heart. "I'm sorry, Jamie," she whispered, her eyes welling with tears.

He snorted, gathering her closer, pressing a soft smile to the top of her hair. "Tis I who's sorry, Sassenach," he whispered, wiping her face with the pad of his thumb, catching her tears. He stroked her face, whispering soothing words into her hair as the tears fell, until she sighed into him and buried her face in his neck, wrapping her arms around him.

"I canna promise ye much, Sassenach, but I can promise ye as yer laird and man, I'll protect ye with my life, would lay it down in an instant for yours. I'll treat ye fairly, willna lie to ye, and will give ye all I have until my dying breath," he whispered, grasping her face between his two strong hands, eyes fiercely pouring into hers.

Lacey's lips trembled as she nodded, not trusting herself to speak around the lump in her throat. Her eyes fluttered closed as he brought his lips down to hers, hard at first, then softening to explore. Lacey sighed into him, giving herself over to the kiss, giving herself over to him, and letting, for just a moment, her fears and hesitations and complete _bewilderment_ fall away, fall into him.

Jamie caught her sigh, taking the chance to tilt his head, deepening the kiss as he slid is tongue across her bottom lip, then into her mouth. He tasted her, tasted every inch, and felt himself harden as her tongue tasted back, sliding tentatively along his, then into his mouth. He moaned as she kissed him back, exploring, then lightly tightening her lips along his tongue as he retreated.

Lacey pulled back slightly, looking into his hooded gaze, feeling her own lips droop slightly. Jamie sighed deep, shifting her on his lap, and she felt the hardness of him beneath her. "Y'understand, right, Sassenach? Why Angus had to tell us tonight?"

She nodded, blushing pink. "Jamie, there's something you should know…"

As he looked at her, eyes questioning, she couldn't meet his gaze. What was she supposed to say? Lacey knew enough of this time to know purity was a virtue, expected even. Lacey wasn't very experienced, but she was by no means a virgin. How could she tell him that, explain, without giving the rest away? He promised honesty, and she knew he deserved the same.

She took a deep breath, fisting her hands in the front of his shirt, before bringing her eyes back up to meet his. "I'm not a virgin," she whispered, turning crimson as his eyes narrowed slightly.

His gaze flickered back to the flames for a brief moment, before turning back to hers, harder, harsher. "Were ye forced?" He whispered, fierce and angry as a flush rose on his cheeks.

She shook her head, smiling a little sadly. "No, not forced. It's… different, where I'm from. People... It wasn't a bad thing, it wasn't shameful, if you didn't wait until marriage," she forced out, trying to explain, willing him to understand. It hurt his pride, she could tell, as he continued to look towards the flames, features both soft and hard in the firelight.

"I would have told you, before, if this was supposed to be real, Jamie. I- I promise to be honest with you, too," she said softly, still watching his face.

He chewed on the inside of his lip, and seemed to mull that over for a time, before returning his gaze to hers, eyes twinkling just a bit. "Well," he said softly, voice a little tentative, a little shy. "Guess it's good one of us is still one, then."

She hiccupped a little laugh of surprise at that, corners of her lips turning up in a small smile. He smiled sheepishly back, then his eyes turned determined as he looked back to her lips. He stood suddenly, carrying her over and dropping her on the bed. "I may not be your first, Sassenach, but by God I'll be your last," he growled, climbing down on top of her, and claiming her lips once again in a fierce kiss.

**Smut to follow in the next chapter(s)… You've been warned!**


End file.
